

Chapter 1

The office coffee machine hissed like a disgruntled lover as Kendra wrestled with the carafe, her fingers slick with condensation. The dark liquid sloshed over the rim, spilling down her wrist in a slow, warm river. She cursed under her breath, jerking back just as the cup made contact with her chest.

The heat exploded against her skin.

A wet stain bloomed across her left breast, darkening the pale blue cotton until it looked less like an accident and more like a deliberate tease. The fabric clung to her, the dampness making her nipples stand out in sharp relief beneath the thin material. She could *feel* them, hard and aching, pressing against the lace of her bra. The sensation was almost unbearable, the rough texture of the fabric against her sensitive peaks sending jolts of pleasure through her body with every breath she took.

*"Kendra?"*

The voice was smooth, rich—like whiskey poured over ice. She turned to see Darius stepping from his office, his broad frame filling the doorway. He held a clipboard in one hand, his dark eyes scanning her with a predatory precision that made her stomach clench. There was something in his gaze, something that suggested he was seeing more than just a spilled coffee disaster.

He was seeing everything.

The way her cheeks flushed pink, the slight tremor of her fingers as she tried to wipe the coffee from her blouse, the subtle arch of her back as if presenting herself to him. She should have been embarrassed. Should have been *ashamed*.

But all she could think about was how close she was standing to the coffee machine. How high her skirt had ridden up when she lunged backward. The thin lace of her thong glinted under the fluorescent lights, damp in places from the spray, clinging to her in ways that made her feel *exposed* and incredibly aroused. The sensation of the cool air against her damp panties only amplified her awareness of her own body.

Darius didn’t speak again. He just *looked*—at her chest, at the way the stain darkened the fabric, at the way her nipples betrayed her beneath the soaked cotton. Then, lower.

His gaze lingered on her hips, on the way her skirt had hiked up just enough to reveal the delicate lace of her panties. She could feel the heat between her thighs, the way her body had *reacted* to his attention. Her panties were growing damper by the second, the lace pressing against her swelling clit with every small movement she made.

She swallowed hard, her pulse hammering in her throat, her nipples aching against the damp fabric of her blouse. The coffee had long cooled on her skin, but the heat now was all on the inside.

Darius set the clipboard down with deliberate care, then stepped forward, his movements slow, controlled. A predator sizing up his prey. The way he walked—the *stride* of his long legs, the way his slacks hugged his thighs, the subtle roll of his hips with each step—made her breath catch. He was tall, towering over her as he invaded her personal space, close enough that she could see the faint shadow of stubble along his jaw, smell the tantalizing scent of his cologne—dark, spicy, with a hint of something wild that made her want to lean into his touch.

When he was close enough, he reached out, his fingers brushing her stomach, not quite touching the stain’s edge, but *close*. Close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his hand, the slight calluses on his fingertips, the strength in his touch. His fingers flexed against her stomach for just a second too long, and then he exhaled through his nose, almost a growl.

"Your blouse is ruined," he murmured, his voice deeper now, rougher, as if he was struggling to maintain control. His eyes flicked down to her chest, then back up to meet her gaze, and she saw something there—desire, hunger, a challenge.

She nodded, her voice gone, her body trembling with anticipation. It was true. The fabric clung to her, the dark stain making her cleavage look *darker*, more pronounced. She could see the outline of her bra through the damp cotton, her nipples hard peaks in the thin lace, the areolas visible through the soaked material. Her breathing had grown shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly, making the tempting display even more pronounced.

Darius’s fingers flexed against her stomach for just a second too long, and then he exhaled through his nose, almost a growl. "You should change," he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her entire body.

His hand slipped away, and for a moment, she wanted to grab his wrist, to keep it there, to *see* what he’d touch next. Instead, she just stood, watching as he adjusted the front of his pants—just slightly. Just enough.

A wet spot bloomed there, the fabric straining against something substantial. Kendra’s breath hitched. She could *see* it—the *thickness*, the way his fabric strained against something *far* bigger than what a man his age was *supposed* to have. Her imagination filled in the rest, tracing the heavy veins now hidden beneath his zipper, the massive head that would *stretch* her just thinking about it. The bulge was impressive, obscene even, and she couldn’t tear her eyes away.

"K-Kend—" She swallowed hard, her voice cracking with desire. "I’ll—I’ll just—"

Darius’s lips quirked into a slow, knowing smile. "Go," he said, his voice a command that left no room for argument.

*No.* She wanted to stay. To *stare*. To find out if he’d adjust *again*—if he’d show her just how much that glimpse of her thong, of her *accidentally exposed* ass, had affected him. But he wasn’t her boss. Not *yet*. And she wasn’t some toy he could play with whenever he liked.

She turned, her thighs pressing together, and hurried to the supply closet. Her movement made her skirt flutter around her thighs, and she was suddenly aware of how little fabric there was between her and the world. The door swung shut behind her, sealing her in with her own racing thoughts and the lingering scent of coffee and Darius’s cologne.

She didn’t need to change her blouse—she just needed to *fix* the way it felt against her skin.

Her fingers trembled as she peeled the soaked cotton from her chest, her nipples already aching with need. The cool air of the closet made them pucker further, but they didn’t *sting*—they *burned*, and not just from the coffee. From the way he’d *looked* at her, from the heavy weight of his cock behind his pants, from the way his voice had done things to her body she’d only ever read about in books.

A book she *wished* had been him. A *dick* she’d had to lick clean after he’d finished. Her imagination ran wild, picturing him standing over her, his massive cock in her face, forcing her to take him deep. She imagined the taste of him, salty and musky, the feel of his thickness stretching her lips wide, the way he’d grip her hair and use her mouth for his pleasure.

She groaned, slamming her free hand against the wall as she imagined it—him, *big*, forcing her to *her knees*, letting her taste him while her husband filmed it from the corner of the office.

*Greg.*

He knew. He *always* knew. They had been in this situation before—Kendra teasing, flirting, being adventurous, while Greg watched and recorded. He had a thing for watching her be naughty, and she had a thing for being watched. The thrill of being caught, the danger of it all, it was all part of the game they played.

A slow, wicked grin spread across her face as she heard the distinct *click* of a camera from the other side of the door. It was subtle, almost hidden, but she knew Greg’s camera well. He was there, probably just outside the door, peeking through the keyhole or watching through a hidden camera they’d installed last week when she was "reorganizing" the supply closet.

But she didn’t move—not yet. She wanted to *feel* this. Wanted to sit with the ache of her clit, the hunger in her throat, the way she could *almost* hear him whispering to her again.

*"Take it all."*

She’d had *plenty* of practice. Her husband had *trained* her well. He’d taught her how to take a cock deep, how to relax her throat, how to pleasure a man until he was begging. She was his good little wife, his plaything, his star in the bedroom.

But this wasn’t *Greg*’s cock she was fantasizing about.

This was her *boss*’s.

And it was *huge*.

She bit her lip, her fingers slipping between her thighs, her panties already soaked with her arousal. She could *feel* how wet she was, how ready she was for something *bigger*, something that would *fill* her in ways her husband never could. Her fingers circled her clit, the sensitive bud throbbing under her touch. She imagined Darius pushing her against the wall, hitching up her skirt, ripping aside her panties, and sliding that massive cock deep inside her.

Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, her body trembling with the intensity of her fantasy. The camera shuttered again, the sound sharp in the quiet closet, but she didn’t care. This wasn’t just a fantasy.

This was *real*.

And her boss was *listening*.

And her husband was *watching*.




Chapter 2

The office hummed with the quiet efficiency of a workspace in the late afternoon, the air thick with the scent of old coffee and the faintest hint of leather from Darius’s desk chair. Kendra sat at her computer, fingers hovering over the keyboard, but the words refused to form. The memory of his touch—the way his fingers had lingered against her stomach for just a moment too long, sending an electric current through her veins—was still seared into her skin like a brand. She could *feel* the phantom heat of his body standing so close behind her, the way his breath had fanned her ear when he murmured about her ruined blouse, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her chest and settled directly between her thighs.

Her *husband* would have scolded her for the stain. Would have muttered something about her clumsiness, her lack of focus. But Greg didn’t see what Darius saw. Greg didn’t know how *wet* she got just from the way her boss *looked* at her. How his dark, penetrating eyes had roamed over her body, lingering like embers on the exposed flesh beneath her blouse, tracing the curve of her waist and the swell of her hips, before finally settling on the way her skirt had ridden up high enough to reveal the damp crescent of her thong. The memory of his gaze made her squirm in her seat, her panties already growing damp with anticipation.

Kendra exhaled sharply through her nose, her thighs pressing together beneath the desk in a futile attempt to relieve the growing pressure. Her panties were still soaked from her little *relief session* in the supply closet, but it hadn’t been enough. Not when she knew what was coming. Not when she could *see* how he’d reacted to her—to that accidental spill. The way his pupils had dilated, the way his jaw had clenched, the way he’d subconsciously adjusted himself before dismissing her—it had all been a clear signal. He wanted her. And she wanted him to take her.

Her fingers twitched toward her keyboard, but she froze when the door to his office opened again. The hinge creaked just slightly, and she didn’t dare turn. She just *stayed* there, frozen, as the sound of his voice filtered down the hall. She could count the beats of her heart against her ribs as she waited, her breath caught in her throat.

"Ms. Whitmore. My office."

She swallowed hard, her pulse hammering against her collarbone like a trapped bird. Not *again*—not already. But his tone brooked no argument. The way he said her name, low and rough, sent a jolt straight between her legs. She could *feel* the vibration of his voice in her core, making her already slick pussy clench with need. She was still damp from the coffee, from her own fingers, but now she could *feel* her cunt growing hotter, creamier, as she imagined how he’d bend her over his desk, how his big Black hands would grip her hips, rough and demanding, pulling her back until the head of his cock pressed against her entrance, teasing her before finally pushing inside.

She stood on unsteady legs, smoothing her skirt down as she walked toward his door. Her heels clicked too loud against the polished wood floors, the sound echoing in the quiet office, announcing her presence to everyone but herself. She couldn’t do anything about it now. Her heart was pounding in her ears, her palms were sweating, and her panties were practically glued to her skin with her excitement.

Kendra knocked—twice, quick and sharp.

There was a pause, just long enough for her to wonder if she’d heard wrong. And then the door opened, revealing Darius’s broad frame, his tie already loosened just enough to show the collar of his crisp white shirt. He didn’t seem surprised to see her. Just… *interested*. His gaze swept over her, taking in the slight tremor in her fingers, the flushed tone of her skin, the way her nipples pressed insistently against the thin fabric of her blouse. The corner of his mouth lifted in a knowing smile.

"You wanted me?" she asked, her voice trembling, barely above a whisper.

"Did you *spill* that coffee *on purpose*, Kendra?" His eyes darkened, the way they always did when he spoke her name. The way they did when he *looked* at her like she was something he could *take*. And for the first time, she realized he might be right. Maybe she had.

She flushed, her fingers instinctively going to the stain on her blouse, still damp and clinging to her skin. "No."

He stepped closer, his thigh brushing against hers as he reached for the door handle. His voice dropped, rough with something that wasn’t just impatience. "Because if you did…" His fingers trailed down her arm, leaving a slow, deliberate path of heat against her bare skin. The touch was electric, sending shocks of pleasure up her spine and straight to her throbbing clit. "Well. Then I’d be *impressed*."

Kendra’s breath hitched. She hadn’t come back here to *flirt*. Hadn’t come back here to *admit* anything. But his words—his *tone*—made her bold. Made her body respond in ways she couldn’t control. The ache between her legs grew more insistent, a throbbing need that demanded attention.

She wet her lips. "Maybe I *did*."

Darius’s laugh was a dark, rumbling thing, his big Black chest shaking slightly. The sound vibrated through her, making her nipples tighten even more. "Maybe." His hand came up, fingers curling around the back of her neck, and he pulled her into the office, the door clicking shut behind her with a finality that made her heart race. She didn’t resist. How could she? His touch was like a command, and her body was eager to obey.

His office smelled of him—woodsmoke and something deeper, something *maler* that made her knees weak. It wrapped around her like a blanket, intoxicating her senses. He gestured toward his desk chair, his voice thick with authority. "Sit, Kendra."

She did, her thighs pressing together beneath the hem of her skirt. The chair was too close to the desk, and in her haste to obey, her knees accidentally parted just a little, exposing a glimpse of the lace of her panties. She froze, her cheeks burning, but Darius didn’t seem to notice—yet. Or perhaps he was just savoring the moment, the way she trembled before him.

He leaned back against his own desk, his gaze never leaving her. "You *know* if you’re here, it’s not for coffee."

She swallowed hard, her nipples still hard and aching beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. The cool air of the office brushed against them, a contrast to the heat pooling between her legs. "Then why am I here?"

Darius’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. "Because you’re *my* little accident, aren’t you? And I’ve got a feeling you’re *excellent* at those." His hand flexed against the edge of his desk, as if he were holding himself back. "Tell me the truth, Kendra. Did you think about me when you spilled that coffee?"

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. The answer was yes, a thousand times yes, but she was too ashamed to admit it. Her silence was answer enough.

His grin turned wicked. "That’s what I thought."

He stepped forward, his long legs bringing him close enough that she could *feel* the heat radiating off him, the way his shoulders filled the doorway behind her. His hands came to rest on the arms of her chair, framing her in, trapping her in a cage of his making. She could *see* the way his cock strained against his slacks, *thick*, *heavy*, a promise of what was to come. She whimpered, the sound escaping before she could stop it.

Darius’s laugh sent a shiver down her spine. "Pathetic. You can’t even *deny* it." His fingers curled against the fabric of her blouse, teasing the open buttons at her throat. "Or maybe you *want* to be denied."

He *almost* let his touch trail lower, but at the last moment, he pulled back, shaking his head as if amused by her. "No. You want to be *told*."

His voice dropped, rough with command. "You want me to *spank* that tight little ass for being a *dirty* little slut who gets off on my attention."

"No," she breathed, but her walls already clenched at the thought. The image of him bending her over his knee, his hand coming down on her ass, the sting followed by the warmth, the way it would make her even wetter—it was too much to bear.

Darius’s grin widened. "Liar."

He didn’t move. He just stood there, watching her, letting the tension build between them. Kendra exhaled, her legs parting *just* a fraction more, inviting his touch. She could *feel* how wet she was, the ache between her thighs, the way her clit throbbed against the fabric of her panties. *"Please,"* she whispered, her body betraying her.

His laughter was a rich, dark sound before he reached down, his fingers catching the hem of her skirt. She held her breath as he lifted it just enough, his knuckles grazing the lace of her thong. "You’re *soaked*."

She whimpered again, her body already responding to his touch, to his *words*.

Darius didn’t speak. He just *looked*—at the way her skirt rode up, at the way her thighs trembled beneath his gaze. His fingers hooked into the sides of her thong and pulled, the lace splitting with a slow, deliberate tear. The sound was like music to her ears. He was taking her. He was claiming her.

Kendra gasped, her hips jerking forward, but there was nowhere to go. Nowhere to *hide*.

And she didn’t *want* to.

His desk was too close, his body looming over her as his fingers slipped inside her panties, hooking into the front and tearing the fabric away in one final, sharp movement. The lace fell away, leaving her bare, her pussy already glistening with want. She could feel the cool air of the office against her exposed flesh, a stark contrast to the fire burning inside her.

She didn’t even have a chance to be embarrassed.

Darius’s hand was already there, his fingers pressing against her opening, *spreading* her. He groaned, low and deep in his chest. "Goddamn. You’re *wider* than I thought."

Kendra’s breath came in ragged gasps, her fingers digging into the arms of her chair as she pictured his cock—*huge*, *thick*—now pressing against her entrance. She wanted to *see* it—to *watch* him take her, to watch him *stretch* her wider than she’d ever been before.

"Please," she whispered, her voice breaking on the word. "I need—"

Darius’s fingers slipped inside her, curling deep to find her most sensitive spot. She cried out, her back arching, her thighs trembling wider as she rode his hand. "Need what, *baby*?"

"Your cock," she breathed, her words coming out in desperate little pants. "I need to feel it."

His groan was deeper this time, his fingers working inside her as his thumb pressed against her clit. "You’re going to *beg* for it, aren’t you?"

She could *almost* feel him adjust himself behind his pants, the way his thick cock would *pull* against the fabric as he forced himself into her. She wanted to *see* it—to *watch* him take her, to watch him *stretch* her wider than she’d ever been before.

"Yes," she whined, her hips rolling against his hand. "Please—"

Darius’s fingers finally slipped free, leaving her desperate and aching. He stood, his breath hot against her neck as he leaned down. "You want me to *fuck* you, Kendra? Right here in my office, where anyone could walk in if you’re not careful?"

She shuddered, her body already betraying her. "Yes."

His hand slipped around her throat, fingers curling against the soft flesh just barely. "And if Greg *knew*?"

Kendra’s eyes slid shut, her pulse hammering against his touch.

"Would that turn you on *more*?"

She moaned, her hips already rolling against the edge of his desk. The thought of her husband discovering her secret made her wetter, the idea of him finding out that she was being taken by another man, a man who was so much more than he could ever be—it was a thrill that sent a fresh wave of cream to her pussy.

"Yes," she panted, her body already humping against his touch. *"I need—"*

His fingers slipped inside her again, his hand already gripping her hair, forcing her head back against the chair. The ache of his touch, the way his voice demanded answers, made her *hotter*, her cream already dripping down her thighs.

He groaned against her lips. "You’re *mine*."

Kendra whimpered, her hand already slipping into her panties to work her clit faster. The thought of being *his*—of how *big* he was, of how *well* he’d take her—made her *lose* control.

And then he was there, his mouth hot against hers, his fingers *finally* slipping free to work her skirt up around her waist. She could *feel* his cock—*thick*, *heavy*—now pressing between her legs, his head already tracing against her opening. It was huge, wider than any she had experienced before.

She moaned into his mouth, her fingers slipping into her panties to grip herself as she prepared for him.

Because this wasn’t just *fantasy*.

This was *real*.

And her boss was *taking* her.

His fingers were in her *hair*, his mouth *hot* against hers, and when he finally *pushed* inside her, she cried out, her nails digging into the fabric of her panties. He was *so huge* that it felt like he was splitting her in half, stretching her to her limits and beyond. The pain was sharp, immediate, but it was mixed with an overwhelming pleasure that made tears spring to her eyes. She could *feel* every ridge, every vein of his cock as it eased into her tight channel.

He groaned against her lips, his hips already meeting hers in deep, slow thrusts. *"Fuck, Kendra,"* he breathed, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. *"You’re *so* tight."*

She could *feel* the way he *swelled* inside her, the way his cock *pulsed* against her walls. The way his voice dropped, rough with command. *"You’re mine now."*

She moaned, her hands already working the buttons of his shirt open, her fingers slipping beneath the fabric to grip his thick, warm skin. She could feel the muscles of his chest, the hard ridges of his abdomen, the heat of his body radiating into hers. Her nails dug into his skin, her hips already humping against him, her body already *begging* for more. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the office, a wet, slapping sound that made her even more aroused. She could *smell* their sex, the scent of her desire mixing with his, a heady perfume that surrounded her.

Darius’s fingers tangled in her hair, his mouth hot against her neck as he *whispered* against her skin.

"You’re *such* a good little slut."

She whimpered, her nails digging harder into his chest as she rode his cock, her body already *aching* for release. The thought of being *his*—of being *broken* by him—made her *lose* control. She was no longer Kendra, the office worker, the wife. She was just a body, a vessel for his pleasure, and she was loving every second of it.

Darius’s fingers slipped into her *panties* again, his thumb already working her clit as he *fucked* her. The way he *pushed*, the way his voice dropped, rough with command—made her *cry out*, her walls already *clenching* around him. She could *feel* the orgasm building, a wave of pleasure that started at her toes and traveled up her body, gathering strength until it was about to crash over her.

"Come for me, Kendra."

She couldn’t *deny* him.

She couldn’t even *try*.

Because this was what she’d been *waiting* for.

The sound of his zipper, the way his shirt strained against his thick shoulders, the way his fingers *finally* slipped inside her again—all of it made her *drip*, wetter than she’d ever been before. And then he groaned against her lips, his fingers *finally* slipping free to grip her hair as he *pushed* inside her, his cock *pulsing* deep as he *filled* her with his hot seed.

Kendra cried out, her walls *clenching* around him, her body already *shuddering* as she rode the *waves* of her *first* orgasm with him. It was overwhelming, a release of tension that she hadn’t even known she was carrying. Her vision went white, her body convulsed, and she was only vaguely aware of Darius’s hands on her, holding her, supporting her as she came apart in his arms.

His hands tangled in her hair, his mouth hot against her neck as he *whispered* against her skin.

"You’re *mine* now."

And she *was*.

She’d been *waiting*—and she *wouldn’t* refuse him *again*.

The aftermath was a haze of pleasure and exhaustion. They stayed like that for a long time, his body still inside hers, his breath hot against her neck, his hands holding her close. She could *feel* his heartbeat against her back, a steady rhythm that slowly matched her own. She was sore, she was sticky, she was thoroughly and completely used— and she had never felt more alive.

When he finally pulled out, she felt empty, a void that only he could fill. He straightened her skirt, tucking her back into place, but he left her panties off. She didn’t mind. It was a secret, a reminder of what had happened. He cleaned her gently with a tissue from his desk, his touch now tender instead of demanding, but no less possessive. He looked at her, really looked at her, and she saw something in his eyes that she hadn’t seen before. Respect. Admiration. Possession.

"You’re something else," he said, his voice soft. He straightened his own clothes, his movements efficient. "You should go. Before someone comes looking for you."

She nodded, her legs still unsteady as she stood. She smoothed her skirt, adjusted her blouse, and tried to look as normal as possible, though she was sure her hair was a mess and her lips were swollen from his kisses. He stood by his desk, watching her, his gaze intense and unyielding.

She turned to leave, her hand on the doorknob.

"Kendra."

She stopped, her heart racing again.

His voice was low, commanding. "Come back tomorrow. Same time."

She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. She knew she would be here. She would always be here, waiting for him, ready to be taken, ready to be his. She nodded once, then opened the door and slipped out, leaving him alone in his office, surrounded by the scent of their passion.




Chapter 3

The air in Darius’s office was thick with unspoken desires. Kendra sat on the edge of his desk, her skirt hiked up around her waist, exposing the damp evidence of her arousal. The scent of her own excitement mingled with the rich aroma of Darius’s cologne and the faint musk of Greg’s presence lingering in the room. Her panties, still tangled around her ankles, were soaked through—ruined by the climax she’d already experienced earlier that day. She could still feel the phantom pressure of Greg’s hands on her hips as he’d bent her over the conference table, his words a constant hum in her ears.

“I want you to watch,” Darius had commanded earlier, his voice low and gravelly. “Watch how wet she gets when she knows you’re watching.”

Kendra had obeyed, her fingers trailing through her own slickness as Greg’s hungry gaze had devoured every inch of her exposed body. The memory of that gaze was still burning into her skin, making her shudder with anticipation.

Now, as she sat perched on the edge of the desk, she knew what was coming. Darius had been teasing her all day—his lingering touches, his knowing glances, the way his eyes had darkened when she’d flirted with Greg in the hallway. The office door was cracked open just enough for anyone passing by to catch a glimpse of her exposed thighs, and the thrill of potential discovery sent a fresh rush of wetness to her already aching pussy.

Her fingers traced idle patterns on the cool surface of the desk, her breathing shallow and uneven. The amber glow of the desk lamp cast long shadows across the room, highlighting the sharp planes of Darius’s face as he watched her from his desk chair. His eyes were fixed on her exposed flesh, and she could see the bulge in his trousers growing more pronounced with each passing second.

“You look uncomfortable,” he finally said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

Kendra bit her lip, her hips wriggling slightly against the edge of the desk. “I am,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I need something.”

“Tell me what you need,” Darius commanded, his fingers steepled beneath his chin. “Use your words.”

Kendra swallowed hard, her eyes dropping to the impressive bulge in his pants. “I need you to touch me,” she whispered, spreading her legs slightly wider. “I need your hands on me.”

Darius stood slowly, his movements deliberate and predatory. He rounded the desk, stopping just inches from where she sat, his body towering over her. His hands came to rest on her thighs, their warmth seeping through the fabric of her skirt. Kendra gasped as his thumbs brushed against the sensitive skin just above her knees, moving in slow, torturous circles.

“Where do you want me to touch you first?” he asked, his voice dropping to a seductive whisper. “Here?” His thumbs moved inward, closing the distance between them until he was brushing against the edges of her pussy through her soaked panties.

Kendra moaned, her hips jerking forward in response. “Yes,” she breathed. “Please, touch me there.”

Darius’s hands moved with deliberate slowness, tracing the outline of her pussy through the thin fabric before finally hooking his fingers into the waistband of her panties. He pulled them down slowly, his eyes never leaving hers, until they were tangled around her ankles.

“I want you to keep your legs apart,” he instructed, pushing her knees wider. “I want to see how beautiful you look when you’re open like this.”

Kendra obeyed, spreading her legs as wide as she could, giving him an unobstructed view of her glistening pussy. The cool air of the office brushed against her sensitive flesh, making her shiver with delight.

“So wet,” Darius murmured, tracing a finger along her slit, causing her to gasp. “Does this feel good?”

“Yes,” Kendra panted, her hips rising to meet his touch. “It feels incredible.”

Darius’s finger circled her clit, applying just enough pressure to make her writhe beneath his touch. “You’re so responsive,” he observed, his voice thick with desire. “I love how your body reacts to me.”

Kendra’s breath came in short, sharp gasps as his finger continued its torturous circles. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the familiar tingling sensation that promised an explosion of pleasure.

“Please,” she whispered, her hips bucking against his hand. “I need more.”

Darius smiled, a slow, predatory curve of his lips. “What do you need, baby?” he asked, sliding two fingers inside her with a single, fluid motion.

Kendra cried out, her back arching off the desk as his fingers filled her. “I need…” she panted, unable to form coherent thoughts as his fingers began to move inside her, curling just right to hit that perfect spot. “I need you to make me come.”

Darius’s free hand came to rest on her thigh, holding her in place as his fingers worked their magic inside her. “Look at me,” he commanded, his eyes burning into hers. “I want to watch you fall apart.”

Kendra’s eyes remained locked on his as his fingers continued their relentless assault on her senses. She could feel the pressure building, the coiling tension in her belly growing tighter and tighter until finally, with a cry of pure ecstasy, she shattered, her body convulsing around his fingers as waves of pleasure washed over her.

As she came down from her high, Darius slowly withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his mouth and sucking them clean. Kendra watched, mesmerized, as his tongue swirled around her essence, a look of pure satisfaction on his face.

“You taste so sweet,” he murmured, his eyes dark with desire. “I could do this all day.”

Kendra’s breath was still coming in short gasps as she reached for him, her fingers fumbling with the belt of his trousers. “I need to taste you too,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with need. “Please, let me.”

Darius’s hands came to rest on hers, stopping her movements. “Not yet,” he said, his voice firm. “First, I want to watch you with Greg.”

Kendra’s head snapped up, her eyes widening in surprise. “Greg?” she asked, confusion and desire warring within her.

Darius nodded, a sly smile playing on his lips. “He’s been watching us this whole time,” he explained, nodding toward the slightly ajar door. “And he’s been waiting for his turn.”

As if on cue, Greg emerged from the shadows, a predatory gleam in his eyes as he approached the desk. Kendra felt a thrill of excitement at the sight of her husband, his body tense with barely contained desire.

Darius stepped back, allowing Greg to take his place between her legs. “Go ahead,” he urged, his voice thick with anticipation. “Show her what she’s been missing.”

Greg’s hands came to rest on Kendra’s thighs, his touch possessive and demanding. She gasped as he pushed her legs wider, exposing her still-slick pussy to his hungry gaze.

“You look incredible,” Greg murmured, his eyes devouring every inch of her exposed flesh. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

Kendra’s breath hitched as his fingers traced the same path Darius’s had, circling her clit before sliding inside her with practiced ease. She moaned, her hips rising to meet his touch, her body already responding to the familiar caress of her husband.

“Does that feel good?” Greg asked, his voice thick with desire as he began to move his fingers inside her.

“Yes,” Kendra panted, her eyes closed in ecstasy. “It feels amazing.”

Darius watched from the side, his eyes dark with lust as Greg’s fingers worked their magic inside Kendra’s willing body. “Tell me what you need,” he instructed, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the room. “Tell him what you want.”

Kendra’s eyes snapped open, locking onto Greg’s. “I need your cock,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. “I need you to fill me up.”

Greg’s eyes darkened at her words, a low growl escaping his lips as he quickly shed his trousers and boxers, revealing his impressive erection. Kendra’s mouth watered at the sight, her pussy clenching in anticipation of the pleasure to come.

“Beg for it,” Darius commanded, his voice firm. “Beg him to fuck you.”

Kendra’s eyes remained locked on Greg’s as she began to plead. “Please,” she whispered, her hips bucking against his hand. “Please fuck me. I need to feel your cock inside me. I need you to make me come.”

Greg’s response was immediate, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. “You want it?” he asked, his voice thick with desire. “You want my cock?”

“Yes!” Kendra cried, her body straining against his hold. “Please, give it to me!”

With a groan, Greg thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in her welcoming warmth. Kendra cried out, her back arching off the desk as he filled her completely, stretching her to the limit and beyond. She wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on as he began to move, his hips setting a punishing rhythm that had her gasping for breath.

Darius watched from the side, his eyes never leaving the point where their bodies joined. “Look at her,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Look at how much she loves it.”

Greg’s eyes flickered to Darius’s, a silent understanding passing between them before his gaze returned to Kendra’s face. “You feel so good,” he panted, his hips pistoning against hers. “So tight. So perfect.”

Kendra could only moan in response, her body a puppet to the pleasure he was delivering. Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back in abandon as Greg’s cock slammed into her, each thrust bringing her closer to the edge of ecstasy.

“Look at him,” Darius commanded, his voice firm. “I want you to watch him while he fucks you.”

Kendra’s eyes fluttered open, locking onto Greg’s face as he moved inside her. The sight of his strained expression, the beads of sweat on his brow, the way his muscles flexed with each thrust—it was intoxicating. She reached up, running her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer until their lips met in a desperate, hungry kiss.

Darius watched them for a moment longer before stepping forward, his hand coming to rest on Greg’s shoulder. “My turn,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Greg slowed his movements, allowing Darius to step in. “Not yet,” he panted, his eyes never leaving Kendra’s face. “I’m not done with her.”

Darius’s hand tightened on Greg’s shoulder, a silent warning that was impossible to miss. “She’s my toy,” he growled, his voice low and dangerous. “And I want to play.”

Greg’s eyes widened slightly, but he didn’t argue. Instead, he pulled away from Kendra, allowing Darius to take his place between her legs. Kendra whimpered at the loss of his cock, her body already craving the pleasure he had been delivering.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Darius murmured, positioning himself at her entrance. “I’ll make you feel even better.”

With that promise, he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in her willing body. Kendra cried out, her back arching off the desk as he filled her completely, his cock stretching her in ways Greg never could. She wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on as he began to move, his hips setting a punishing rhythm that had her gasping for breath.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice thick with desire as he pounded into her. “You like my cock?”

“Yes!” Kendra cried, her body a puppet to the pleasure he was delivering. “I love it! I love your cock!”

Darius’s hand came to rest on her thigh, holding her in place as he continued to thrust into her. “Take it,” he growled, his voice low and demanding. “Take every inch of it.”

Kendra obeyed, her body opening to accept his invasion, her hips rising to meet each thrust. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the familiar tingling sensation that promised an explosion of pleasure.

“Look at me,” Darius commanded, his eyes burning into hers. “I want to watch you come.”

Kendra’s eyes remained locked on his as his cock continued its relentless assault on her senses. She could feel the pressure building, the coiling tension in her belly growing tighter and tighter until finally, with a cry of pure ecstasy, she shattered, her body convulsing around his cock as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Darius continued to thrust into her through her orgasm, his face a mask of pure ecstasy as he chased his own release. “So tight,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire. “So perfect.”

Kendra could do nothing but moan in response, her body a willing vessel for the pleasure he was delivering. She wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on as he continued to pound into her, each thrust bringing him closer to the edge of ecstasy.

“Fuck,” Darius cursed, his hips jerking against hers as he spilled his seed inside her. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Kendra felt him twitch inside her, his cock pulsing as he came, the sensation sending her over the edge once more, her own orgasm crashing over her in a wave of pure bliss.

As they lay there, panting and spent, Darius slowly withdrew from her, his eyes never leaving her face. “You were amazing,” he murmured, a gentle smile playing on his lips. “Absolutely incredible.”

Kendra returned the smile, her body still humming with the aftermath of their passionate encounter. “So were you,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. “Both of you.”

Greg stepped forward, a gentle smile on his face as he looked down at them. “You both were,” he agreed, his eyes soft with affection. “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”

Kendra’s heart swelled at his words, a warmth spreading through her chest that had nothing to do with the pleasure they had just shared. In that moment, surrounded by the two men she loved, she felt as if she were the luckiest woman in the world.

Darius helped her off the desk, his hands gentle as he straightened her skirt and helped her to her feet. Kendra wobbled slightly, her legs still weak from the intense pleasure they had just shared, but she found her balance quickly, steadying herself against the desk.

“Are you okay?” Greg asked, concern etched on his face as he watched her.

Kendra nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “I’m better than okay,” she assured him, her eyes meeting his. “I’m perfect.”

Darius and Greg exchanged a look, a silent communication passing between them that Kendra couldn’t quite decipher. “We should probably get you home,” Darius finally said, turning his attention back to her. “You must be exhausted.”

Kendra shook her head, a playful twinkle in her eye. “Not yet,” she protested, her fingers tracing idle patterns on the surface of the desk. “There’s still so much more to explore.”

The three of them shared a laugh, the tension of their passionate encounter melting away into a comfortable familiarity. As they made their way to the door, Kendra couldn’t shake the feeling that this was only the beginning of their adventure, that there were still countless pleasures to be discovered and shared.

Outside the office, the world seemed brighter somehow, the ordinary sights and sounds transformed by the extraordinary experience they had just shared. Kendra walked between the two men, her arms linked through theirs, a contented smile on her face as they made their way to the parking garage.

“I can’t wait to see what tomorrow brings,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the city around them.

Darius and Greg both smiled, squeezing her hands in silent agreement. “Neither can we,” Darius replied, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “Neither can we.”




Chapter 4

Kendra's breath came in ragged gasps, the air thick with the smell of her own arousal, bleach, and the faint scent of Greg's expensive cologne. The supply closet seemed to have shrunk, the shelves pressing in on them, making the intimate scene even more illicit. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead, casting long shadows across the floor and highlighting the beads of sweat that had formed on Greg's forehead.

He stood behind her, his hand still gripping her hip possessively, his fingers digging into the soft flesh just enough to leave a mark. His other hand trailed up her back, tracing the lines of her spine under her blouse before moving to the front to cup her breast. Kendra arched into his touch, her nipple already hard against his palm. He squeezed gently, then a bit harder, eliciting a soft moan from her lips.

"Such a responsive little slut," Greg murmured, his voice low and rough. "You're dripping for me. For us."

As if to emphasize his point, he slipped his hand between her legs, his fingers finding the damp lace of her panties. He traced the outline of her labia through the fabric, making Kendra shudder. Then, with a sudden movement, he ripped the panties away, the sound of tearing fabric echoing in the small space. Kendra gasped, feeling the cool air hit her exposed flesh, her pussy already swelling with need.

Greg's fingers, now free to explore, slipped between her folds, finding her clit already engorged and sensitive. He circled it slowly, then faster, his rhythm matching the pounding of Kendra's heart. She bucked against his touch, her hips moving of their own accord, seeking more friction, more pressure. Her walls fluttered, already hungry for what came next.

"Please," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Please, Greg."

"Please what?" he asked, his fingers never stopping their relentless circles around her clit. "Tell me exactly what you want."

"I want... I want you to fuck me," Kendra managed to say, her voice trembling. "Please, fuck me hard."

Greg chuckled, a dark sound that sent a shiver down Kendra's spine. "Not yet. We have time. We have all the time in the world to make you beg."

As he spoke, the door to the supply closet creaked open, and Darius stepped inside, closing it behind him with a soft click. He was still dressed in his expensive suit, but his tie was loosened and the top button of his shirt was undone, revealing a hint of chest hair. His eyes were dark with desire as he took in the scene before him.

"Looks like I'm just in time," Darius said, his voice smooth and commanding.

Greg smiled, his fingers never leaving Kendra's clit. "Just getting started. She's already dripping for us."

Darius approached, his eyes never leaving Kendra's face. He reached out, cupping her chin and tilting her head up to meet his gaze. "You've been a bad girl, haven't you? Letting my husband fuck you in the supply closet."

Kendra's eyes widened, but she didn't deny it. Instead, she leaned into his touch, her body betraying her. "Yes," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. "I'm a bad girl."

Darius smiled, a slow, predatory expression that made Kendra's stomach flutter. "Good. I like bad girls."

He released her chin and moved behind her, his hands joining Greg's on her body. Kendra gasped as two sets of hands began to explore her, one cupping her breast while the other cupped her pussy, fingers slipping between her folds to find her swollen clit.

"She's so wet," Greg commented, his voice thick with desire. "She loves this."

"Of course she does," Darius replied, his fingers joining Greg's in their torment of Kendra's clit. "She's our little slut, isn't she?"

Kendra could only moan in response, her body writhing between them as their fingers worked in perfect synchronization, driving her closer and closer to the edge of orgasm.

"Not yet," Greg warned, sensing her building pleasure. "We want you to come with our cocks inside you."

He pulled his fingers away from her pussy, leaving Kendra feeling empty and aching. She let out a whimper of protest, but was silenced when Greg's hand moved to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her breathing shallow.

Darius, meanwhile, had unbuckled his belt and was unzipping his pants, revealing his already hard cock. It was thick and veiny, the head already glistening with pre-cum. Kendra's eyes widened at the sight, her pussy clenching with anticipation.

"On your knees," Darius commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Kendra obeyed, sinking to her knees on the hard floor of the supply closet. Without being told, she leaned forward and took Darius's cock into her mouth, sucking gently at first, then with more enthusiasm as she tasted the salty pre-cum on her tongue. She ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft, then took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth.

Greg, watching from behind, unzipped his own pants and freed his cock, which was just as impressive as Darius's. He stepped forward, positioning himself behind Kendra's head, his hand on her hair, guiding her movements as she sucked Darius off.

"It's time we had a little more fun," Greg said, his voice rough with desire. "You wanted to be fucked, didn't you?"

Kendra moaned around Darius's cock in response, the vibration making Darius groan with pleasure.

"Good girl," Greg said, his hand tightening in her hair. "Now brace yourself."

He positioned his cock at her entrance, rubbing the head against her wet folds, teasing her. Kendra pushed back against him, eager to feel him inside her. Greg chuckled at her impatience.

"Eager, aren't we?" he said, then thrust forward, filling her pussy in one smooth motion.

Kendra cried out around Darius's cock, the sensation of being so full overwhelming her. Greg began to move, his hips thrusting against her ass as he fucked her with long, deep strokes. Kendra matched his rhythm, her mouth still working Darius's cock, her tongue swirling around the head with each thrust.

Darius's hands were in her hair now, guiding her head as she sucked him. "Fuck, you're good at this," he groaned, his hips beginning to move in time with Greg's thrusts. "Just like that."

Kendra could feel the pleasure building inside her, the combination of Greg's cock filling her pussy and the taste of Darius in her mouth sending waves of ecstasy through her body. She reached up, her hands finding Darius's thighs, her nails digging in as she took him deeper into her throat.

"She's close," Greg said, his voice strained with effort. "She's squeezing my cock so tight."

Darius nodded, his eyes darkened with desire. "Make her come," he said. "I want to feel her swallow when she does."

Greg's hand left Kendra's hair, moving to her clit, which was swollen and sensitive from their earlier teasing. He began to rub it in slow circles, the pressure building along with Kendra's pleasure.

"That's it," he said, his voice low and commanding. "Come for us, Kendra. Come while you're sucking his cock."

As if on cue, Kendra's orgasm hit her like a wave. She cried out around Darius's cock, the sound muffled but still audible in the small space. Her pussy clenched around Greg's shaft, milking him as he continued to thrust into her. Darius's cock twitched in her mouth, and she could taste his release as he came, spilling his hot cum down her throat. She swallowed eagerly, her body still shaking with the force of her orgasm.

Greg, unable to hold back any longer, thrust into her one final time, his hips grinding against her ass as he found his own release. Kendra could feel his cock pulsing inside her, filling her with his own hot cum.

They remained like that for a moment, the three of them connected in the most intimate way possible. Kendra's heart was racing, her body still tingling with the aftermath of her orgasm. She slowly pulled her mouth off Darius's now softening cock, licking her lips as she did so.

"That was..." she began, but was cut off by Greg's hand on her throat, gently squeezing as he leaned down to kiss her.

"Perfect," he finished for her, his lips brushing against hers. "You're perfect."

Darius, who had zipped his pants, knelt down beside them, his hand cupping Kendra's cheek. "We should do this again sometime," he said, a playful smile on his face. "Maybe somewhere more private next time."

Kendra smiled back, a wicked gleam in her eye. "I'd like that," she said. "In fact, I think we should make it a regular thing."

Greg laughed, a deep, rich sound that filled the small space. "Our little secret," he said, his hand still on her throat, his thumb tracing her pulse point.

"Our little secret," Kendra agreed, her eyes meeting his, then Darius's. "And it's getting better and better every time."




Chapter 5

The fluorescent light above them buzzed like a dying insect, its sickly glow casting jagged shadows across the metal shelves. Kendra’s breath came in shallow, uneven bursts as she pressed her back against the wall, her fingers tracing the damp patch on her skirt where Greg’s cum had seeped through earlier. The scent of bleach and old paper mingled with the musky tang of their earlier fucking, and she couldn’t help the way her thighs trembled, her clit already throbbing with the memory of Darius’s fingers tearing her open.

Greg stood to the side, his phone clutched in one hand, the other adjusting the angle of the camera. His knuckles were white, his breath ragged. He hadn’t expected this—none of them had—but the way Kendra had begged for it, the way she’d whimpered when Darius had spanked her ass just before pushing her into the closet, had been too much to resist. And now, with the door shut, the three of them trapped in this cramped, forbidden space, the air was thick with the kind of tension that made her skin prickle.

"You’re sure about this?" Greg’s voice was low, rough, but there was no hesitation in his eyes. He’d already seen the way Darius had fucked her—how he’d stretched her open, how he’d owned her body like it was his right. And yet, here they were, again, the three of them tangled in a way that should have been impossible.

Darius leaned against the shelf, one arm draped over a stack of reams of paper, his tie already loosened at the collar. His cock was a monstrous thing, already half-hard, the thick veins pulsing beneath the thin fabric of his slacks. "I’ve been waiting for this since the moment I first saw you in my office," he murmured, his dark eyes locked onto hers. "And you’ve been begging for it since the second I touched you."

Kendra’s lips parted, her tongue darting out to wet them. "I—I didn’t—"

"You did," Greg cut in, his voice a growl as he stepped closer, his fingers brushing against the curve of her hip. "You wanted this. You need it." His hand slid up, cupping her breast through the thin fabric of her blouse, his thumb rolling over her nipple until it pebbled beneath his touch. "Admit it."

She didn’t fight him. Didn’t try to. The truth was already spilling from her in the way her breath hitched, in the way her thighs pressed together, already dripping with anticipation.

"I wanted it," she whispered, her voice trembling. "I need it."

Darius’s smirk was lethal. "Good girl." He pushed off the shelf, his steps slow, deliberate, as he closed the distance between them. His fingers traced the edge of her blouse, hooking into the fabric before ripping it open with a sharp, tearing sound. The buttons scattered across the floor, and Kendra gasped, her hands flying to cover herself—but Darius didn’t let her.

"No," he commanded, his voice low, dark. "You don’t hide from me." His fingers skated down her torso, pushing her hands away before cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened into tight peaks. "You belong to us now. And we own every inch of you."

Kendra moaned, her walls flaring at the words, at the way his touch burned through her. Greg’s hand slipped around her waist, pulling her back against his chest, his cock pressing against the seam of her skirt. "You’re soaked for him," he growled into her ear, his fingers dipping beneath the hem of her skirt, skimming over the damp lace of her panties. "You wanted him to fuck you like this, didn’t you?"

"Yes—" Her voice broke, her body arching into his touch as his fingers trailed lower, pushing the lace aside to expose her glistening pussy. "I need—"

"What do you need?" Darius’s voice was a whisper, but it cut through the air like a blade. His fingers curled around her throat, tilting her head back as he loomed over her. "Tell me."

Kendra’s breath came in ragged gasps, her walls clenching at the command in his voice. "I need you," she whimpered, her fingers clawing at his tie. "I need your cock inside me. I need you to fuck me like you own me."

Darius’s grin was feral. "And do I?" His fingers tightened in her hair, yanking her head back as his lips crushed against hers in a rough, possessive kiss. "Do I own you, Kendra?"

"Yes--" She moaned into his mouth, her body already betraying her, her pussy dripping with arousal. "You own me."

Greg’s fingers slid down, pushing her panties aside before dipping into her soaked folds. "Fuck, you’re ready for him," he groaned, his thumb brushing over her clit in slow, deliberate circles. "You want him to ruin you."

"Yes--" Kendra whined, her hips bucking against his touch, her walls clenching around nothing. "I need—"

"You need both of us," Darius finished for her, his voice rough, demanding. He pushed her back against the shelf, his hand spreading her legs wider as he dropped to his knees in front of her. "And you’re going to take us exactly how we want you to."

Kendra’s breath hitched as she felt his hot breath against her sensitive flesh, his fingers spreading her open before his tongue sliced through her juicy folds. She cried out, her walls flaring around nothing as he flicked his tongue over her clit, his rough touch sending her spiraling.

"Fuck--" Greg’s voice was a growl as he fisted his cock through his slacks, his gaze locked onto the sight of Darius devouring her. "You’re so fucking beautiful like this."

Kendra moaned, her fingers fisting in Darius’s hair as he sucked her clit into his mouth, his tongue circling the tight bud before pushing inside her already stretched pussy. "Oh—oh, God—!"

"Not God," Darius murmured against her skin, his fingers digging into her thighs as he pushed her legs wider. "Us."

Greg’s hand slipped into his pants, his thick cock springing free, already pulsing with pre-cum. "You hear that, baby?" He growled, his fingers brushing over her shoulder as he leaned in, his lips pressing against her ear. "You belong to us. And we’re going to use you however we want."

Kendra whimpered, her body already shuddering at the words, at the way Darius’s tongue flicked over her clit, his fingers pushing inside her tight cunt. "Yes—please—"

"Please what?" Greg’s voice was rough, demanding. "You know the rules."

Kendra’s walls flared, her breath hitching as she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pressing against her already stretched entrance. "I—I need—"

"You beg for it," Darius growled, his fingers curling around her throat as he pushed her back against the shelf. "You beg for both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her voice hoarse, desperate as she panted out the words. "Please—please fuck me. Both of you. I need your cocks inside me. I need you to fill me up. I need—"

"You need to take it," Greg cut in, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed her forward, forcing her to kneel in front of Darius. "You need to suck his cock while he fucks your pussy."

Kendra moaned, her lips parting as she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pressing against her tongue. She obeyed—her mouth opening wider as he pushed inside, his thick shaft stretching her lips obscenely. "Fuck--" Greg’s voice was a growl as he fisted his cock, his pre-cum already slipping down his shaft. "You’re such a good girl."

Darius’s fingers tangled in her hair, forcing her to take him deeper, his broad head crowning her throat as she gagged, her eyes watering. "That’s it," he growled, his hips pushing forward, forcing her to suck him harder. "You’re going to take all of me. And you’re going to love it."

Kendra whimpered, her walls clenching around nothing as she felt Greg’s fingers pushing inside her already soaked pussy. "Fuck—" she moaned around Darius’s cock, her body already aching for the deep, forbidden invasion of his thick shaft.

"You want him to fuck you?" Greg’s voice was rough, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed deeper inside her. "You want him to own you?"

"Yes—" Kendra whined, her walls flaring around his fingers as she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pressing against her tight entrance. "I need—"

"You beg for it," Darius growled, his fingers tightening in her hair as he pushed her back against Greg’s chest. "You beg for both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her voice hoarse, desperate as she panted out the words. "Please—please fuck me. Both of you. I need your cocks inside me. I need you to fill me up. I need—"

Greg’s fingers pulled free from her pussy, leaving her aching, empty—but only for a second. Because then she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pressing against her tight entrance, his thick shaft already pulsing with pre-cum.

"Take it," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "Take both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her walls flaring around Darius’s broad head as he pushed inside her, his thick shaft stretching her wide open. "Fuck—!" she screamed, her walls clenching around him as he pushed deeper, his broad head teasing her tight entrance.

"That’s it," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You’re taking both of us. And you’re going to love it."

Kendra’s walls flared around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You wanted this," Darius growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he pushed deeper inside her. "You needed it."

"Yes—" Kendra whined, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "I need—"

"You beg for it," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You beg for both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her voice hoarse, desperate as she panted out the words. "Please—please fuck me. Both of you. I need your cocks inside me. I need you to fill me up. I need—"

Greg’s fingers pulled free from her clit, leaving her aching, empty—but only for a second. Because then she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pushing deeper inside her, his thick shaft stretching her wide open.

"Fuck—!" Kendra screamed, her walls clenching around him as he pushed deeper, his broad head teasing her tight entrance. "I can’t—!"

"You can," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You’re going to take both of us. And you’re going to love it."

Kendra’s walls flared around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re such a good girl," Darius murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip as he pushed deeper inside her. "You’re taking us exactly how we want you to."

Kendra moaned, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re ours," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "And we’re going to keep you."

Kendra moaned, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Darius’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You wanted this," Darius growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he pushed deeper inside her. "You needed it."

"Yes—" Kendra whined, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "I need—"

"You beg for it," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You beg for both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her voice hoarse, desperate as she panted out the words. "Please—please fuck me. Both of you. I need your cocks inside me. I need you to fill me up. I need—"

Greg’s fingers pulled free from her clit, leaving her aching, empty—but only for a second. Because then she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pushing deeper inside her, his thick shaft stretching her wide open.

"Fuck—!" Kendra screamed, her walls clenching around him as he pushed deeper, his broad head teasing her tight entrance. "I can’t—!"

"You can," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You’re going to take both of us. And you’re going to love it."

Kendra’s walls flared around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re such a good girl," Darius murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip as he pushed deeper inside her. "You’re taking us exactly how we want you to."

Kendra’s walls clenched around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re ours," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "And we’re going to keep you."

Kendra moaned, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Darius’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You wanted this," Darius growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he pushed deeper inside her. "You needed it."

"Yes—" Kendra whined, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "I need—"

"You beg for it," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You beg for both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her voice hoarse, desperate as she panted out the words. "Please—please fuck me. Both of you. I need your cocks inside me. I need you to fill me up. I need—"

Greg’s fingers pulled free from her clit, leaving her aching, empty—but only for a second. Because then she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pushing deeper inside her, his thick shaft stretching her wide open.

"Fuck—!" Kendra screamed, her walls clenching around him as he pushed deeper, his broad head teasing her tight entrance. "I can’t—!"

"You can," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You’re going to take both of us. And you’re going to love it."

Kendra’s walls flared around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re such a good girl," Darius murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip as he pushed deeper inside her. "You’re taking us exactly how we want you to."

Kendra’s walls clenched around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re ours," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "And we’re going to keep you."

The air in the supply closet was thick with the scent of sex and bleach, the fluorescent light buzzing overhead like a dying insect. Kendra’s breath came in shallow, uneven bursts as she collapsed against the shelf, her body shuddering from the forbidden pleasure of being filled by both of them.

Greg’s fingers traced the curve of her hip, his thick cock still pulsing with pre-cum. "You took us so well," he murmured, his voice rough, satisfied. "You’re such a good girl."

Kendra moaned, her walls clenching around Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s fingers brushing over her sensitive clit. "Fuck—" she whimpered, her body already aching for more.

"You wanted this," Darius growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he pushed deeper inside her. "You needed it."

"Yes—" Kendra whined, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "I need—"

"You beg for it," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You beg for both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her voice hoarse, desperate as she panted out the words. "Please—please fuck me. Both of you. I need your cocks inside me. I need you to fill me up. I need—"

Greg’s fingers pulled free from her clit, leaving her aching, empty—but only for a second. Because then she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pushing deeper inside her, his thick shaft stretching her wide open.

"Fuck—!" Kendra screamed, her walls clenching around him as he pushed deeper, his broad head teasing her tight entrance. "I can’t—!"

"You can," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You’re going to take both of us. And you’re going to love it."

Kendra’s walls flared around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re such a good girl," Darius murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip as he pushed deeper inside her. "You’re taking us exactly how we want you to."

Kendra’s walls clenched around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re ours," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "And we’re going to keep you."

Kendra moaned, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Darius’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You wanted this," Darius growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he pushed deeper inside her. "You needed it."

"Yes—" Kendra whined, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "I need—"

"You beg for it," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You beg for both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her voice hoarse, desperate as she panted out the words. "Please—please fuck me. Both of you. I need your cocks inside me. I need you to fill me up. I need—"

Greg’s fingers pulled free from her clit, leaving her aching, empty—but only for a second. Because then she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pushing deeper inside her, his thick shaft stretching her wide open.

"Fuck—!" Kendra screamed, her walls clenching around him as he pushed deeper, his broad head teasing her tight entrance. "I can’t—!"

"You can," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You’re going to take both of us. And you’re going to love it."

Kendra’s walls flared around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re such a good girl," Darius murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip as he pushed deeper inside her. "You’re taking us exactly how we want you to."

Kendra’s walls clenched around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re ours," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "And we’re going to keep you."

The door creaked open, the sound sharp in the heavy silence. Kendra’s breath hitched, her body freezing as she felt the cold air brush against her bare skin. Greg’s fingers tightened around her throat, silencing her gasp as Darius pulled free from her tight pussy, his thick shaft glistening with her juices.

"No one knows," Greg growled, his voice rough, commanding. "No one ever knows."

Kendra nodded, her walls clenching around nothing as she felt the broad head of Darius’s cock pressing against her tight entrance. "Yes—" she whimpered, her body already aching for more.

"Good girl," Darius murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip as he pushed deeper inside her. "You’re ours."

Kendra moaned, her walls clenching around him as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re such a good girl," Greg murmured, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "And we’re going to keep you."

Kendra’s walls flared around them both, her pussy already milking Darius’s thick shaft as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You’re ours," Darius growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he pushed deeper inside her. "And we’re going to keep you."

Kendra moaned, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Greg’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "Fuck—!" she whimpered, her body already shuddering at the forbidden invasion.

"You wanted this," Greg growled, his fingers brushing over her clit as he pushed inside her already stretched pussy. "You needed it."

"Yes—" Kendra whined, her walls clenching around them both as she felt Darius’s broad head pressing against her tight entrance. "I need—"

"You beg for it," Darius growled, his fingers tightening in her hair as he pushed her back against Greg’s chest. "You beg for both of us."

Kendra obeyed—her voice hoarse, desperate as she panted out the words. "Please—please fuck me. Both of you. I need your cocks inside me. I need you to fill me up. I need—"

The door shut with a click, sealing them in the dark, forbidden space of the supply closet, where their fantasies would always linger.

OEBPS/image_rsrcCK.jpg
AENT
y

An Interracial Hotwite Fantasy

Elie.calt





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63






